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housekeeper at Clifton had died. He had sent
for Miss Neale. She had jumped at the offer
and she made a magnificent housekeeper; in fact,
the place had never run so smoothly before.

" You'll like her," he said, but he did not say
it with i;iy assurance, because in his heart he
only hoped that they would like one another.

He had explained to Miss Neale before he
made this journey, and she had stood there
staring at him as though she did not know
what he meant. " Will you be bringing the girl
back?"

" No, no, of course not," he said.

He did not know what Hilda Neale thought;
she was a little mottled wisp of a woman who
had never been pretty and who now, in the mid-
forties, was definitely plain. People had teased
him and had said that when she came to Clifton
she had hoped to be something more than house-
keeper. Well, he had no intention of marrying,
so she had better rest assured on that point.
He knew that she did not like the idea of his
travelling to Switzerland to see some strange
girl, even though it might be (as Miss Neale

6it it to herself) the daughter of an old love,
e had wired to say that Doreen would be re-
turning with him.

Hilda Neale had expected that telegram. When
it actually came she knew what it was, but, being
strangely inconsistent, she was furiously indig-
nant about it. She had gone up to her own
room to open it, the big comfortable room allotted
to her, and she had flung herself down on the
bed there.